Spiders Web
The clear water turned red, as I washed my hands in the sink. Blood was hard to wash off. It was glued to my hands, like the sins I had committed were now chained to my soul. I need to clean up and get out of here as soon as possible.  Pain shot through my side, I looked at my side. My black silky shirt, was now wet with a thick dark blood. The bullet had hit me, I hadn’t realised it until now. The adrenaline had kept the pain away. I stared into the mirror in front of me, a pale and blood splattered face looked back. I listened out, for any sirens. Maybe someone heard the gunshots, and called the police. But I heard nothing. My legs started to give away. I sank down to ground in this white, dull little bathroom. I had about 20 minutes left, before I bled to death.
Religion entered my mind, what I would say to God, when he judges me. Would I apologise for my sins? Well maybe some. But would I apologise for what I just did? No those sick bastards deserved what I justice I gave them. I better leave a note, for when they come. I placed my hands on my gun wound. Using my bloody fingers I wrote my last message in my own blood. 

This is how my story began… My name is Nicholas Karkashov. I work as an internet detective. I scour the internet looking in the far corners of the web searching for answers and clues. It’s mainly missing people that I have to find. Normally what happens is I find something, and old connection here and there. Then I follow that up in person, and that leads on. It’s amazing how people can’t disconnect from the internet. And even when you do, everything you did is recorded. From looking at the pages people visit you can pretty much build a character profile of them. If you find someone who visits cooking websites and the Charles Ingal’s Fan site, you know you got a middle aged woman. Then you visit a few forums, you get into there shoes. You read there posts, if they were planning something it becomes pretty obvious. People seem to trust complete strangers on the internet more than there own family. Everyone seems to have the idea, that everyone has an online soul mate or a whole chat room of like minded individuals. 
That’s where the problem is, if you wanted to find the most obscene and horrific images. You don’t have to travel to 3rd world countries or down to the darkest parts of the worst neighbour hoods. You have it right in front of you. Enter the web address and your there watching, a video clip of someone tied up, getting shot in the head, but just as you can go watching these horrors of the net. These Horrors can come for you, disguised and designed so you would fall in love with them. It starts off with meeting someone online who’s lonely, then it’s someone who wants to meet you, then it’s a stalker, then it’s a paedophile and finally I’m called in to find a missing girl. 

I’ve only ever had two paedophile cases, each time I alert the police. Both times, they caught the guy responsible. But they never did find the children. That’s probably the reason I don’t sleep too well, if I get a missing child case. I am always up, searching for clues. Recently I’ve been lucky, and they’ve been sleeping over at a friend’s house or something to that affect. Then 3 days ago, I get called up, by a woman.
After the usual enquiry about what I do, she got to the point.

“6 months ago, I lost my daughter she was 13 years old. The police were no help, I had them take a look at her files but…they found nothing, I wanted to know if you could find out something. Maybe she’s still alive. Can you help me?” I had learned to never promise anything. And the text book line was always.

“I’ll look over her files, but there’s a high chance I won’t find anything.”

I had taken a look at her daughters Pc. On the surface it seemed normal. She had a peer 2 peer program; these were always a good way to find out about a person. What they downloaded, was a good indication of what they were like. She had nothing in her file transfer screen. So I looked in her history. My god this child loved the download button. She had every heavy metal music track under the sun. I checked her media player. It had never been touched. She had downloaded all of these rock music tunes, and never listened to one of them. I decided I would search for where she hid all these songs. After 10 minutes of waiting, the computer turns up 1 file. It was called “ICARUS”. It had about 4 Giga bytes of music files but hidden away amongst the 100’s of songs, were small text documents. Opening up the text document, there was just one long line. It was a really long web address. I checked the others; there were 7 different web addresses in total. Each of the addresses was completely different from one another.
I visited the first address, the webpage opened up. Black background, a red header reads “The Society of Shadows” As I read through the introduction, it sounded like a cult. It was a long and winded promise for eternal life. A self preserving society of like minded individuals who look after one another, the promise of money, knowledge of the known and unknown worlds. It had no images on the page, just that black background, white writing and a red title. As I read it, I felt enticed to read on, there were more promises of ancient occult powers. At the bottom of the page, were detailed instructions, detailing how to get sent the next page. Clever instructions, using a peer 2 peer program; downloading a certain order of songs you automatically get sent the next page.
The next 3 web addresses, went into the details of the society of shadows even more. There was a part on a ritual of empowerment. It was basically a long line of instructions on how to make a red bull like drink: High in sugar and high in caffeine with a red colouring. But they didn’t word quite like that, it promised higher thinking and higher body strength. It was all very convincing. A lot of practice makes perfect babble, and if it doesn’t work, you didn’t believe in it. The 6th web page was on the history of the society of shadows, about a man called spider who supposedly was born 300 years ago. He was made out to be some kind of ancient God, with powers to do what ever he wanted. He took responsibility for natural disasters like earthquakes, floods, hurricanes and all sorts of other stuff. The next web page the 7th and final webpage was titled the ascension. It basically said told the reader that if the student had practiced all of the rituals, then they were ready to be accepted in to the society of shadows. It gave instructions of where to go and what to bring and to make sure no one knows where you are. The address was of a seedy little bar, in central London in the backstreets. I should have called the police right then and there. But I had no proof that the club had anything to do with this little girl’s disappearance.
I decided to check out the club. 
It was in the morning about 6am. I was standing outside a block of buildings, on the back road of the building was the bar, scaffolding ran around the building, As I was freezing my ass off, I decided to doubt myself, I had thought up this crazy idea, that this spider character and his society of shadows actually existed. A metal mesh covered the windows and doors. It looked empty; I peered through the mesh to see the inside of the bar. It looked like a normal run down bar. A battered up pool table, a wooden bar, some bar stools. Some tables and chairs. Nothing out of the ordinary. Then in the corner of the bar, there were two doors, one led upstairs the other went to basement. The lights were on to the downstairs one. From inside the club I thought I heard a noise, like a quiet gun shot going off. I couldn’t be sure. What the hell was happening in this place? Its 6am in the morning and there’s activity. Not even in the nice bars were the cleaners getting in that early to clean. I needed to get in. Well if they have an upstairs, I could probably get in from the scaffolding.

Being a cyber detective wasn’t exactly good for your health, you spent a lot of hours sitting down, munching on the family size bag of crisps next to you. So basically it wasn’t easy getting my self from the ground to the scaffolding but I did it. The lights were on upstairs and the window was wide open. I climb through into a room filled with files and a computer in the corner the screen was off, but the computer was on, around the computer was used for recording what ever was on the computer screen. I sat down on the chair, moved myself up to the computer. Curiosity got the better of me, I turned the screen on. The image brought up the bile in my stomach to my mouth. I stared at two girls tied to the wall, they were naked, and one was untouched. The other was covered from head to toe in cuts and burns. She was covered in her own blood, not that she cared any more, and there was a bullet hole in her eye. Her head slumped to the side; her one eye looked straight at the camera, straight at me. As if begging me to help the dead. The alive was tossing and turning in her chains. She was right to be afraid two figures were coming towards her both covered in white body suits with masks on. In one of there hands was a surgeon’s knife. 
I blinked and brought myself out of the trance of watching the screen, I heard footsteps coming up the stairs. Almost instinctively I turned off the monitor ran behind the door. As the door opened a blood covered white suit entered. Anger filled me; I grabbed some rope lying on the floor next to me. Moving silently behind him, I hooked the rope around his next and squeezed the life out of him. We fell to floor, me on top of him, my hands started to bleed as the rope cut into them, he was a strong bastard he crawled along the floor towards a desk, with me on his back. Gargling. He reached out his hand in front, touching the handle of a drawer to the desk. He grabbed the handle, as I tightened my grip, pulling his neck backwards; he died, pulling open the drawer. As the drawer feel to ground, it revealed a handgun. I picked it up and headed to door. Running down the stairs, with a loaded gun in my hands, I had one thing on my mind, to kill spider and his sick fucks. I knew what it was now. Spiders’ cult was just a way to lure little girls into coming down here, where a paedophile ring come watch over and get there kicks out of this. A prison wasn’t enough for these scums.
Opening up the basement door revealed the room, one dead girl on the wall, and one screaming in fear. The two white suits were just about to cut her up. I pointed the gun at them, squeezing that trigger felt so easy to do. The bullet hit the suit in the shoulder. It twirled around spraying blood on the girl. I fired at the other suit. It hit the mask. The suit crumpled to the floor. The first suit wasn’t dead, as the girls screams were suddenly silenced as its last act was to cut her throat on the way down. I fired at him again, the bullet hit his back, and blood poured out covering the white suit in blood. Another gunshot rang in the air; I spun round to see a guy in a black suit. I unloaded the gun in his direction as he unloaded his. Unfortunately for it, I had the faster finger. I planted it to the wall. I walked over and kicked its gun away. I pulled the mask off, underneath was the real terror, you half expect a paedophiles face to be mutated and twisted, like the evil inside them. But she was normal, harmless even. She could have been my bus driver, my doctor, my teacher even someone I would pick up at the bar. 
“Are you spider?” I stared at her. She nodded her head. To which I put the gun to her head and pulled the trigger.

This is how my story ends… I’m sitting down in a dirty bathroom, with a gunshot wound. Above my head like twisted halo are the words of the two children I couldn’t find. My last thoughts were of spiders face. If someone who looks so innocent could be so evil then how many more spiders are out catching children in there web of lies, and mutilating them for there enjoyment.
